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Haunted 


Jack stared at the paper tacked on his wall. The Phoenix date loomed large. He had family in Phoenix, and it 
should have been a happy stop on the tour, but he knew better. Every time he was in the southwest now he 
could never relax. The ghost that haunted him the night he wore his Buffalo Soldier jacket found him in the 


desert and there was no peace to be had until they reached California 


Jack told his family about the incident, but no one else knew. Ghosts were things of campfire stories and scary 
movies, nothing a grown man would ever admit to being scared shitless over. Yet still, Jack was scared. He 


couldn't stay up for three days anymore, not like the old days. 


It was innocent enough at first, his Civil War memorabilia collection enjoying the addition of the jacket. It was in 
remarkably good condition, and he'd researched the hell out of it, sending off to Washington for information on 
the officer it was supplied to. He didn't know the hell that was to come from wearing it at his brother in laws. 


His skin started to crawl as the bus made the westward trip through the Texas Hill Country. Even out here it 
had an effect on him. Shadows seemed darker and small things caught the corner of his eye. He'd taken to 
sleeping with a small light on in his bunk and a lamp in his hotel room. The dark circles under his eyes only 


grew as the hunted feeling got worse. 


Anytime Jack tried to rest he had nightmares of green scrub brush and clay colored canyon walls, a sky full 
of stars and natives with their thundering hoofbeats sounding like a stage full of drummers all playing out of 


time. Two days out from Phoenix and he was already a mess. 


Tommy pulled him aside over a few beers after noticing the frequent looks over his shoulder and ragged 
appearance. He liked Jack and was worried about what had suddenly happened. Jack wasn't acting right, and in 
Tommy's world, everyone had to be happy. Or at least be trying to be happy. The Damn Yankees tour was just 
that for him, a time away from their more serious bands and a chance to get back to just having a good time 


and playing some good music. 


It took a few beers before Jack looked like he was ready to talk. "So what's been bugging you lately?" Tommy 


asked. "You've been weird." 
"Can't sleep, man" Jack set his bottle down on the table. "Weird dreams and shit." 
"Hear ya, | get those too. Too many days away from home." 


"No, not just weird, more like totally fucked up shit." Jack folded his arms over his chest, unaware he was 


even doing it. 


"Like some of those Japanese magazines?" Tommy had his share of weird dreams, but nothing that made him 
look like a hollow shell and act that paranoid. 


"Like," Jack paused, struggling. "Promise you won't tell anyone else, alright? Only my family knows.” 
"Sure," Tommy was quick to agree. "How weird can they be anyway?" 


Jack looked up from the table, that same familiar haunted look back in his eyes. "It started a few years ago, 
when | was staying with family out here in the desert" Jack picked up his beer and fussed with it, rolling the 
bottom edge around and watching the sweat slide down. "l'm being hunted by an Indian who thinks l'm a soldier. 


He only comes for me when I'm on his land, and he doesn't stop now that he's a spirit" 


Tommy scratched his chin. He was following the story until the last sentence when Jack admitted to being 
harassed by a ghost. "So, let me get this straight, you're being haunted?" 


"He's trying to kill me." Jack looked so serious about it that Tommy had to stifle a laugh behind a cough. "I 
wore that damn jacket all night, and | was this close to the canyons where the soldier must have killed those 


Indians. Somehow they latched on to the jacket, and me, and follow me whenever | come to the southwest now." 


Tommy had never seen a ghost, and wasn't even sure he believed in them, but Jack seemed to not only believe 


but seriously believe. "Well, you can't not come here." 


"Tell me about it" 


"So what are you going to do about it?" Tommy wasn't sure he could do anything to help, but he had a great 


idea for an old school prank forming in his mind. 


Jack only shrugged and hunched in on himself. "Try to stay awake as long as | can, and then fall so deep asleep 
that nothing can wake me. That's my plan" 


"Let me know how that goes, alright?" Tommy knew he wouldn't get much more out of Jack and was actually 
surprised he'd gotten that much. He's promised not to share the details with anyone else, but never said 
anything about not scaring Jack into forgetting about his ghost. 


Jack lasted another day before he holed up in a hotel room and locked the door behind him. Tommy convinced 
the front desk staff to give him a duplicate key and waited for the time to be right. With some face paint, a 
wig and a tomahawk he'd found at a radio station as a prop, he looked like an Indian - enough to scare someone 


who was asleep and in the dark. 


Tommy waited for Jack to be asleep. Judging by the snores he heard Jack was out. Quietly, Tommy slipped the 
key in the door and unlocked it, slowly entering the room and closing the door carefully. Jack had left the 

bedside light on, and Tommy tiptoed over to shut it off. With the room in darkness now, he waited for his own 
eyesight to adjust, sitting in the uncomfortable chair that seemed to be the hallmark of American hotel rooms. 


When he could see again Tommy made his way around to the foot of the bed, all the time staring at Jack. He 
reached down and touched Jack's feet lightly, just brushing over the blankets. Jack twitched in his sleep but 
didnt wake up. Tommy tried again, a little firmer this time, feeling further up Jack's ankle. 


Jack was well asleep. Tommy cursed himself for not bringing a boom box with one of Robbie Robertson's 
newer tapes; that would have made Jack jump through the ceiling with the tribal drums and other Native 
music in the background. Instead Tommy grabbed Jack's ankle and pulled sharply. Jack jolted awake and sat up, 
screaming at the dark figure. 


Tommy started laughing at Jack's misfortune. In a burst of adrenaline Jack lunged at the Indian, ramming a 
shoulder into his stomach and sending them both to the dirt. Tommy stopped laughing as Jack tackled him, 
hitting an arm on the dresser on their way down. Jack was still breathing hard as they hit carpet, the moment 
of instinct gone upon realizing who and where he was. The Indian underneath him was a little man who smelled 
of Joop cologne, not of the wild west. Tommy laid still, his arm sending shooting pains through his elbow. and 
hurting every time Jack moved on top of him. 


‘Oouch," Tommy moaned breaking the silence. "Get off my arm." 


Jack was still struggling with reality, half chased by dreams and shadows, and half aware he was squashing his 
friend. "Tommy?" He struggled to see in the dark. 


"Get off me," Tommy huffed. Jack was still too shaken to make a joke at Tommy's expense, instead rolling to 


the side over Tommy's injured arm. 


Tommy wailed. "Watch it, motherfucker! Goddamn!" Jack got his bearings enough to find a lamp and turn it on 
Yellowish light filled the room, blinding them in its sudden brightness. 


"What the fuck where you thinking?" Jack was still scared out of his whits and couldn't believe his friend would 
do this after he confided in him. "I was about to kill you." 


Tommy stretched out his arm, something popping back into place. It hurt less and he pulled the wig all the way 


off. "It was just a joke, man. l'm sorry." 


Jack looked at his friend sitting on the floor. The warpaint was smudged, and the wig lay beside Tommy, 
revealing his blonde waves. Jack's pounding heart slowed and he mustered a small lopsided smile. "Just don't do 


it again." 
Dimples formed as Tommy's mouth pulled into a big smile. He was relieved that Jack wasn't overly mad. "Deal." 


Jack headed back to the bed, pulling the linens back into place and sliding between the sheets. "Clean that shit 


off your face and come to bed. You're gonna have to keep me safe tonight" 


Tommy's grin was even wider as he shut off the light and headed to the bathroom to wash his face. His arm 
still ached and he'd probably regret it in the morning, but tonight he'd make sure Jack slept so deeply dreams 
didn't bother him. 


